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Actual color phereak oe JamesOliver of Willow Seduce
N. C., harvesting better-than-ever tobacco grown by U.S._ Gov't
methods. (At bottom) Roy Daniel, tobacco auctioneer, inaction.

of making tobacco
better than ever
...and Luckies always buy the

choice grades,” says Roy Daniel,
29 years a tobacco auctioneer
Simple as ABC are the reasons why we ask:

‘“Have you tried a Lucky lately?”
A. Uncle Sam’s improvements in soil,
seed and plant-foods helped farmers grow

the finest tobacco in 300 years.
B. The overwhelming majority ofindepen-

dent tobacco experts—like Roy Daniel—
smoke Luckies. They ow Luckies buy
the choice grades of the finer crops.

C. The ‘“Toasting’’ process, on top of
2 to 4 years’ aging, makes them extramellow...takes out certain throat irritants.

The choicer grades of finer tobacco crops
. plus throat protection! Try Luckies for
a week, and you'll know why..

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO
-BEST—IT’S LUCKIES 2 TO 1

.
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EXPONEN
UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON
The Editor is Slipping
De uddah aftahnoon, I’m walkin’ down Alboita Street, jus’ sorta
tricklin’ along and bootin’ a brick
up ahead of me, see? .. . not askin’ fer trouble frum nobody er nuttin’, see? Peaceful-like, see? I
ain’t even kickin’ stray dogs on dat
partic. P. M., get me?
But de foist ting yuh know, I
dint know frum nuttin’! Zowie!
Right in de middle of de prommy
nade ‘stands a goil wit’ spinach in
her hair! Spinach. Dat green,
gooey, “it’s good fer yuh” stuff.
On de noggin, she had it! Two
pounds, maybe.
So I saunters up to her and sez,
real perlite-like, “Loidy,” I sez,
“Loidy, yer got spinach in yer
hair,” I sez. “Green spinach,’ I
adds, jus’ ter make de point clear.
“Lad,” sez she, kinda cold-like,
“Lad, yer mad!”
“Ho!” sneers I, wit’ a sardonic
smirk, “Hah! Yer got spinach in
yer hair and yer won’t admit it!”
Kinda drawin’ herself up to de
full 5 feet, 4 inches, de spinach
loidy hisses, in. a “hoity-toity”
way, “Youse, sir, are a silly goon!
Dat which youse see on me head is
not related in de slightes’ degree
to de herb famly. Dat is me new
spring hat!”
Well, chee, I didden know!

Masterpiece of the Month
DOWN MEXICO WAY

*
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“Down Mexico Way”
@ By BeRnarD KRAMER

You University of Dayton students are
highly honored if some one calls you a serious student. There are very many of this type
on the campus. This article is a challenge to
you, and what young American does not like
a challenge? The Exponent offers a varied

diet to its readers and here is something for
the student who wants to think.

in Mexico City as agent, later minister, of the United
States to the newly established empire. To this rather
unhappy appointment must be traced the origin of the
so-called “hidden-hand,” the influence of the United

States on subsequent Mexican governments. Monsieur
Poinsett memorized his lesson well: Washington was
unfavorably disposed toward an emperor in the New
World; a government ruled by aristocratically inclined

radicals (a branch of Scottish Rite Freemasons) was
HERE are tongues and there are cheeks, but

the proportion is two to one in favor of the
latter. This fact alone prevented many “Yankees” from
thrusting a tongue into both cheeks when they learned
recently that their sacrosanct Monroe Doctrine was
dead. However, when they considered that the source
of this startling information was Lazaro Cardenas, the
President of Mexico, skepticism vanished and tongues

resumed their normal positions. So many post mortems
have been held in Neighbor Lazaro’s back yard that
perhaps this latest coroner’s verdict ought not to
be taken too seriously. Yet to one who has read
Mexican history, such a statement from the President

of Mexico comes as a curious climax to a century of
relations, sometimes more two-faced and secretive than

international ethics might approve.
Americans generally possess a distorted conception
of their southern neighbors. Wretchedly poor, utterly

undesirable; and, above all, European influence was to

be expelled. So the Representative of the United
States, who is said to have resembled to a marked

degree the flower that he introduced into this country
(recall the bare, scraggy stem and red blossom of the
Christmas poinsettia), espoused America’s cause and
became a rabid Mexican patriot. He was a prominent
figure in the affair which effected the overthrow and
execution of Emperor Iturbide. A York branch of
Freemasons, dedicated to the rule of the people, by

the liberals, for the liberals, in opposition to the ideals
of its white-collared brother of the Scottish Rite, owed
its charter to M. Poinsett. The Scots and the Yorks
had many a tussle in their early days. They agreed

only in dislike for the emperor and hatred of the
Church. European influence was rendered practically

nil through the efforts of Poinsett and the effects of
the later Monroe Doctrine. The United States’ Min-

ignorant, grossly unmoral, Mexicans are supposedly de-

ister became extremely popular. Mexico City scheduled riots in his honor.

serving only of contempt or pity. But there being a
dozen sides to every question, Mexicans, in turn, re-

Fifty years of border agitation, filibustering expedi-

serve a large share of warm dislike for their neighbors
to the North. They are convinced that conditions in
Mexico would be much improved had the United
States, during the past century, maintained a policy of

strict neutrality.

tions, Mexican internal troubles, questions of American claims and transit rights, followed. A war was
fought in 1846 by which Texan independence was
assured and the United States was enriched by New

Mexico and Upper California, less some twenty-five
millions of dollars. The French attempt at domination

The nineteenth-century no sooner witnessed the

failed when Napoleon III, urged by the United States,

release of Mexico from Spain, than Joel Poinsett arrived

recalled his forces, and Maximilian, for not keeping
Page three

them company, forfeited his life. A semblance of peace
was restored during the “iron-arm’’ administration of

Diaz. During his administration, also, foreign capital
was invited to work Mexico’s rich natural resources.

It is impossible to estimate the damage caused to

Brief consideration of the vicissitudes of foreign capital in Mexico, predominantly British and “Usonion,”

will lead one to doubt further the wisdom of the Amer-

ican policy. Mexico has advocated many of the popularly recognized methods to expel foreign investments,
among others: excessive government interference in

Mexico by the almost continuous turmoil of the past
century. Insurrections occurred in rapid succession
until Mexico has been called the “Land of Revolution”—decidedly romantic, from a safe distance. One

industry; expropriation, without prompt compensation—a rather direct method; and repudiation of the
right of foreign investors to diplomatic protection.

faction won, the other lost. But the people always lost.

At the turn of the last decade a Mexican labor law
greatly enhanced the power of the union. Direction of

Unfortunately it is true, that the United States has
supported practically every revolutionary movement in
Mexico. The Mexicans are well aware of this and it
accounts in great part for their antagonistic feeling
toward the United States. The better class of Mexicans insist that, were the support of Washington re-

industry changed hands. That labor should have some

moved from unscrupulous revolutionaries, they could
establish a new, improved order.

ply, should be enforced. The logical follow-up was the
policy of large-scale expropriation, inaugurated the following year. The Cardenas Six-Year Plan—a second
such plan is now in force—begun in 1934, contains a

voice in the direction of business is not to be denied,

but there are limits. These limits were duly ignored by
the Mexican authorities, when in 1937, in answer to
the union’s appeal, they decided that certain regulations, with which the companies were unable to com-

The American Constitution insures the free practice of religion to all. Mexicans know this. They also
know that Unites States’ support enables their own

plank advocating the “Mexicanization of Industry.”

government to refuse a similar right to themselves. In
a tiny pamphlet entitled, The Black Czar, the authors,

tion. Some seventeen petroleum companies, financed

by British and American capital, forfeited interests

having experienced the deplorable conditions existing
in their country, list the powerful aid of the United

valued at two and one-half and two millions of dollars,
respectively. England promptly recalled her minister.

States Government as the first and most potent force

Oil expropriation was the first major step in that direc-

which sustains in power a rule, unfaithful to its charge.
In 1935, President Roosevelt, petitioned by a majority
of the House to give an expression on religious liberty

years. However, on consideration of past evasion scores,

in Mexico, issued a statement condemning religious
persecution “wherever exercised.” He would not, how-

Mexico has been pretty much the slippery eel. The
Cardenas decree of expropriation intended allowing

ever, mention Mexico by name. Further insistence by

the Knights of Columbus, scoring the United States

the companies to receive limited amounts of oil from
the properties of which they were relieved. These de-

for its silence when religious persecution prevailed in

liveries would constitute full and complete compensa-

a neighboring country, which depends largely upon the
good will of Washington for its very existence, drew
forth a sharp refusal to “intervene” in another country’s domestic affairs.

tion—much as if the state seized a man’s cow, refused
to pay for it or return it, but offered instead a small

True, under the Expropriation Law, the Mexican
Government should pay for the properties within ten

share of the surplus milk. It is confiscation. At present,
the interested parties are organizing in an attempt to
regain some of their investment.

Speaking of intervention in domestic affairs—Wilpower by immoral methods. Now, this would not con-

The oil companies had madeextensive’ purchases in
the United States. Consequently, the loss of these
interests has had its effect on the country as a whole,

son’s policy of “watchful waiting” requires particular
mention. Huerta, according to Wilson, had assumed

stitute an internationally accepted basis for refusing

and not merely on those immediately concerned. With-

recognition. Yet Wilson refused to recognize Huerta’s

in one year of the expropriations, exports from this

government for just this reason. Huerta rejected all

country to Mexico declined 52 per cent. One of the
first acts of the Mexican Government following the
thefts was to make barter agreements with Germany
and Italy. ‘To increase “Usonion” embarrassment,

proposals of resignation. But no United States’ recognition meant no foreign support. Huerta could not resist both the revolutionaries and the United States. He
fled, and “Wilson’s Man,” better known as Carranza,
succeeded to the presidency.

there is now operating a Mexican petroleum export
commission which offers, in Central and South Amer(Continued on page sixteen)
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The Flawless Pearl
©By William Robert Byrd

From out of the blue Pacific comes this tale
of sudden death and the merciless justice
that all men must meet . . . when the laws
of Nature and of Nature’s God are transgressed. For a quick moving adventure story
with a dynamite finish, examine the pearl
without a flaw.

fT

00x

Slim!” exclaimed Johnson, excitedly,

istence. He was slightly shorter than Johnson and wore
a perpetually sullen expression and this with his shifty,
ferret-like eyes and the scar across one cheek gave him
a sinister, ratty look most of the time.

extending a shaking hand. Upon his upturned palm was balanced a small, white, roundobject.

After a close scrutiny of the pearl, Slim looked up,

“It’s a perfect pearl! Not even a single flaw!”

his eyes now shining, although his expression had not
changed. “Aw, it ain’t worth much. Yuh can’t get

Slim straightened up from the mound of shells before him and stretched forth a disinterested hand to
receive the pearl.

nothin’ fer that. Ain’t clear enough,” he stated author-

itatively, but his eyes belied his words. Slim knew
pearls and this one was a prize. It was a beautiful, pure
white globe, as large as a hickory nut, and even in its

The two were seated in a small sail boat, anchored

near a tiny tropical island in the Pacific. On one side
of them the island formed a luxuriant green line of
palms and beautiful vegetation, but for miles the other
way stretched nothing but open sea. Almost at the
horizon, it seemed, was the mainland. Nothing be-

tween but surging blue-green waves that rocked their
tiny boat gently from side to side. It was a picturesque
setting and apparently a peaceful one, but beneath the
water's surface lies . . . sudden and violent death! A

grim reminder of the danger the two men faced, if
they were not wary while diving, was an occasional
shark’s fin cutting the water close to the boat. Only at
certain times of the day could pearlers work near the
island and be reasonably safe from the menace of
killer sharks. Even now the men were waiting for eve-

ning anda last try at the rich oyster beds which lay
some fifteen feet down near a coral reef.
Both of the men were barefooted and stripped to

dirty, white duck trousers. Each held a long, broadbladed knife with which to pry open the oyster shells.
Derelicts of the type that inhabit the dives and taverns
along the Malay coast, the pearlers showed the effects
of their rough life.

unpolished state, glowed with the dull sheen of a fading sun shining through misty rain. He had taken
hardly more than a moment’s examination of it but he
knew he must have it for himself.

Johnson, satisfied that the pearl was a rare one, was
by this time planning what it would buy. And so engrossed was he in sudden visions of wealth that he did
not even hear the other’s words. He was talking out

loud, apparently to himself. “A perfect pearl! Why, it’s
worth a fortune! I'll be rich. Rich! [ll be rich!” This
last, in an awed whisper as if he couldn’t believe it

himself. He hadn’t noticed Slim’s expression or heeded
his words. Instead, he stretched forth a possessive hand
for the pearl, saying, “Let me look at it again! My

pearl! My pearl!”
As Johnson reached out eagerly, Slim suddenly stood
up. In doing so, he dropped the pearl and then acted
as though he would stoop to retrieve it: Johnson, seeing
the treasure rolling away from him, gave a sharp cry
and dropped to his knees. Frantically, he began to
search among the shells, strewing them all over the
deck. With Johnson on his knees, Slim acted quickly.

His knife flashed in the sunlight. Johnson gasped just
once as the long blade drove through his back and into

Johnson was a Swede of mixed descent, well-built,

powerful, with long arms and muscular shoulders. He

had yellow-white hair, blue eyes and a wind-reddened
face, which gave him a misleading, cherubic appear-

ance. Slim was the direct opposite of Johnson .. . thin,
dark and padded with muscle formed by his hard ex-

his heart. Without another sound, he slumped to the
deck and, quivering once, lay still.

Slim, his breath hissing in and out quickly, suddenly came to his senses as he saw his partner lying in
an ever-widening pool of blood. In a flash of remorse,
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he saw the terrible consequence of his greed . . . he
had killed the one man who had ever given him any
semblance of friendship in an otherwise warped and

lonely life. But the regret was only for a moment, and
his next thought was to hide the murder as quickly as
possible. First, he must get rid of the body and, casting
his eyes about, Slim saw a triangular fin cutting the
water less than twenty feet from the boat. Hurriedly
grasping Johnson’s limp body under the armpits, he
dumped it over the side . . . with the splash came a

pearl. “The pearl!” he thought. “That’s the ticket!
With that in my pocket, it’s the easy life for me. All
the whiskey and women I want. Why, I can quit this
damned pearl diving and go to Singapore . . . maybe
buy a tavern . . . forget Johnson. I need a drink, that’s
all I need. A drink! That pearl will buy me a thousand
drinks . . . all the whiskey in the world. I'll bet that
pearl buyer’s eyes pop right out of his head when he
sees this one. He'll pay plenty, and if he don’t there’s
plenty of suckers who'd give their right arm to own it.”

sudden commotion in the water, and soon it turned

from green to crimson as the sharks feasted on their

unexpected meal. With a shudder of revulsion, Slim
turned to find the pearl.

Quickly, he stepped forward to scatter a mound of
shells, under which he thought the pearl might lay,
but as he did so, Slim’s bare feet slipped on the bloody
deck and, twisting, with a sudden lurch of the boat, he

As he moved forward carefully, to avoid the slippery
trail of blood, he kept thinking. . . “That swine, Johnson, he didn’t deserve no prize like this. Why should I
have shared it with him? I’m the one that’s had to

lost his balance. Beating his arms wildly against the
air, Slim screamed once horribly and plunged into the
sea.

time taking orders from him. That’s over now.” For a
moment he stopped and cast a quick glance at the spot

There was a quick surge, a threshing about in the
water. Again the green of the waves was tinged with
red and again all was silent except for the lapping of

where Johnson had gone under. He jerked his eyes
back hurriedly when he sawa swirling eddy of bloody

the receding tide against a deserted boat. The slate was
clean. The debt was paid. Slim had earned his reward.

sweat and slave in dirty holds and stinking ships, all the

water marking the trail of a killer shark.
Forcibly, Slim tore his thoughts away from his partner’s fate and turned back to search again for the

Still lying upon the empty deck, inascarlet pool,
was a spot of white, like a blind pupil in a bloodshot
eye ... the pearl without a flaw.

FEAR IN DEATH
Out of the depths rose a sobbing scream
As of one in mortal pain.

Up from the depths rose a dreadful dream
Of a child cruelly slain.

Louder and yet louder came his anguished cries
Till my very soul did moan.
Wilder and wider grew the piteous eyes
Of a child dying alone.
Madly I shouted and babbled and vowed,
“I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m here!”
But yet from belowcame the screams, doubly-loud,
“T’m going, I’m going—with fear.”
Then quickly I worked with rope and with rod,

Ever watching the darkness below
And my white, tear-wet lips begged of our God
That the child must not go.

But even as I lowered the ladder to brave
The perilous depths so drear,

I knew—somehow—that the pit was a grave
For my child—my child and fear.
—ISRAFEL
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The Return of Madame Death
® By Joseph A. Wohlschlaeger
Here is another story dealing with war conditions, a subject that is a favorite with this
author. By all means don’t miss this one
because we think it is about the most interesting one he has written.

“Just one more thing before you leave,” said the
Baron as he arose to open the door. “The agent in
Paris will identify himself by the password ‘Gott mit
? 9?

uns.

The Oriental Express roared under the great shed
of the Paris station and came to a stop with the grind-

HE frontier was still open on August 28th. The
Oriental Express, after customs and passport
inspections, swayed out of Switzerland and on to Paris.
On through the night it swept through Mulhouse and
Belfort and on to the capital of the Republic of
France. Seated, most inconspicuously, in a second class
compartment was an old, frightened woman. She

ing and clashing of brakes. Madame Death graciously
accepted the assistance of the French lieutenant in
descending from the carriage. His French manners
compelled him to escort her to a taxi and to see her
off to her destination. He never knew that she changed

could have been anyone’s grandmother.

Late that night Madame Death had what she
thought was a strange caller. He was a neatly dressed

Across the

aisle was a young lieutenant of the French Army. Frequently he had smiled at this little lady as if to encourage her and to quiet her fears. If he had known who
she really was he would have risked everything to prevent her arrival in Paris. He could not see the sinister

taxis soon after. To be more cautious, she walked the

last half-mile to the address given her in Berlin.

and remarkably astute Frenchman. At first, Madame

suspected a trap but upon his whispering the password, she allowed him to enter.

of an old, but dignified, woman. That hidden character was the person of Madame Death, the greatest
and most successful agent in the services of the Ger-

“I am indeed surprised to see you, a Frenchman,
come here as one of our agents,” said Madame.
“Would you satisfy my womanly curiosity and tell
me how this is?”

man Intelligence Bureau. Her fearful name was bestowed upon her by the French in appreciation of the

lit a long, slender Russian cigarette. “I am a member

and cunning character that hid behind the daintiness

work she had performed in the first World War. Nu-

merous Allied attacks had been stopped with heavy
losses—the work of Madame Death. With the end of
the war her work was finished and so she retired to a

small cottage in the Black Forest.
Late in August, Baron Menker, chief of the German

Intelligence Bureau, received the disagreeable news
that the courier system from Paris to the frontier had
been destroyed by French counter-espionage agents.
With war about to be declared any day, it was imper-

“Certainly, Madame,” the Frenchman said as he

of the ‘Couglards,’ the Hooded Ones. As you know,
this organization received arms and ammunition from
Germany. I ran the guns over the frontier and in this

way came into contact with your. Intelligence Service.
So here I am.”
“Then you have accomplished your mission and
have the mobilization plans?”
“T have. This little role of film is a microscopic negative of the plans,” he said. “You will be surprised as
to how these came to be in my possession. The “Coug-

ative that a new system be inaugurated at once. The
Baron could think of no one more competent for this
job than Madame Death. She knew every part of
France as she knew her own country.

lards, who have many members in key government

“Madame,” said Baron Menker, “you are to be provided with a forged passport and to proceed to Paris,

“Hand them over. I must leave for the frontier immediately.” Madame Death was becoming impatient

positions, obtained them for their own use. Being a
high officer in that organization, I acquired them
easily.”

where you will take up residence at 23 Rue d’ Outre.

with this agent who spoke so much.

There you will be contacted by another of our agents.
He will turn over the plans of the French mobilization
to you. Our General Staff must have these plans within

“Isn’t some kind of compensation customary on an
occasion such as this?”

72 hours.”
“I understand,” replied Madame as she made ready

to leave.

“One moment, Madame,” said the Frenchman.

“Certainly,” said Madame. “You will go to the
house on 14 Rue de Lafayette and in the mail box you
will find 100,000 francs in cash.”
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The Frenchman’s eyes sparkled at the mention of
so many francs. He-graciously kissed Madame’s hand
and withdrew hurriedly from the room.
As soon as he was out of the room, Madame Death

removed her upper plate of false teeth. Pressing the
second tooth from the right caused the next three
teeth to fall out and reveal a tiny, hidden compartment. Into this she placed the roll of microscopic
negatives.
The Oriental Express, Paris to Istanbul, by way of
Switzerland, pulled out of the Paris station on time.
Occupying a second-class compartment was Madame,

who already was experiencing the joys of success.
At Melun, the first stop, two men entered her com-

partment. After greeting her politely, they took seats
across the aisle and became engaged in a conversation
on the relative merits of different wines. Any suspicions of Madame were soon dispelled as they contin-

ued to ignore her. At Belfort, the Express stopped in
the station to change locomotives. Madame took this
opportunity to exercise on the station concourse. As she

ankle was badly sprained. After determining the direction of the frontier, Madame Death started to crawl

towards it. Every foot traveled was a Golgotha of pain,
but the importance of the plans drove her on to
greater efforts. In two things she was lucky—the
frontier was only about a mile away and night had
spread a moonless blanket over the earth. She lost all
sense of time, but pressed steadily onward leaving a
trail of blood from her lacerated knees behind. A faint

glow began to appear in the skies to the east beyond
the Alps. Madame Death increased her speed by calling
up her last reserves of strength—the border must be

reached before daybreak. Being blinded with pain, she

mangled her face on the barbed wire before she knew
that the frontier barrier was before her. Crawling

through barbed wire is a difficult task for a strong man,

but to a weak woman it is almost impossible. Madame

Death was weak physically but her mental strength
forced her through the wire and into Switzerland. This

last effort was the breaking point. No constitution,

however so strong, could stand what this oldish woman
had suffered. Within a short distance on the safe side

passed down the platform she was startled to hear
the password, “Gott mit uns,” come out of a shadow

of the frontier, she collapsed exhausted to the ground.

cast by one of the pillars. As she turned back at the

sweet, far-away voice.

end of her walk, she proceeded more slowly and as she
passed the shadow again, a man’s form was apparent.
“You are being watched,” the Frenchman said,

“leave the train before the frontier.”
Without turning her head, she continued walking
and finally boarded the Express as it left the station.
Madame was never to know the identity of her

mysterious friend.
As the train passed through Mulhouse and out into
the frontier zone, Madame Death left her seat and

picking up a small overnight bag made her way down

the corridor to the washroom. Once inside she locked
the door and used all her strength to open the window.
She realized that the time had come to leave the train.
Another few miles and the frontier guards would have
her. She thought of pulling the emergency cord to
stop the train and then leap out of the window, but
she realized that this action would warn the French
counter-espionage agents. Her only and last chance
was to wait for the train to slow down before the
frontier station and then to leap. By the time she had
made these plans the forward motion of the Express

was being retarded. Raising herself to the sill, she then
lowered herself until, after hanging by her hands for
an instant, she left herself fall. Madame Death landed

on a high embankment and tumbled and twisted to
the bottom of a ravine. There she lay unconscious. It

was only a few minutes before she regained her senses.

Her body was a mass of aches and pains and her
Page eight

“Madame, Madame, what is the matter?” came a

Slowly everything came back to her, the leap from

the train and the long, painful crawl across the frontier,
She opened her eyes and discovered that the sweet
voice came from a very young shepherd, who tended
his flocks nearby.
“Little boy, will you do a very big favor for a poor
old lady?” slowly spoke Madame Death with great pain.
She felt her consciousness about to leave her and she
knew that this time she would never regain con-

sciousness.
“Yes, Madame, what is it you wish?” replied the

cherub faced boy.

Madame removed her false teeth and pressed them
into the boy’s hand.

“Take these to Herr Bertold at 137 Granplatz in

Basle and he will reward you. The teeth need to be
fixed and I am too ill to take them myself,” spoke
Madame.
“Should I get the doctor for you, Madame?” asked
the boy.
“No, I will be all right. Just do as I ask and everything will be fine,” gasped the dying old woman.
“I will, Madame,” said the boy as he went off over
the hills.

Within a few minutes Madame Death made the

acquaintance of her namesake, to whom she was but
one as compared to the millions of lives he was about
to reap.

South of Easter
@ By Norma LEE

Be sure to read this story of love down
Mexico way. Probably we should apologize
to the reader for the stereotyped ending, but
after you read it we think you will agree that
the particular kind of ending serves to
deepen the tragedy of Mexico all the more.

A S the last glow of the supper fire flickered dimly

through the thick foliage of the Mexican
jungle, deep, dark shadows sprang from hundreds of
hidden corners and swallowed up the little village of
El Santo in blackest night; even blacker than usual.
A single night-bird sent his lonely call through the
darkness. No other sound marred the death-like silence;

the whole village lay like a great giant asleep. It was
Tuesday night, Tuesday of Holy Week, but neither
that morning or the Monday or Sunday before had
seen the church doors open to the public worship. In
fact there had been no priest in the settlement for
neatly eight years. “E] Presidente” was responsible for
this. What could one priest do in a parish of 50,000
people? So again the holy season of Lent had come
around and was nearly gone and here was Easter only
five days off with no priest to say Mass.
Somewhere in the forest a coyote howled. The children huddled closer in their beds. From then on, the

wavelike rise and fall of the crickets’ song was the only
sound that ruffled the calm silence of the night.
*

*

*

“Say, there, Dad! Wait up a minute, will you?”
“Si, Jose, what is it?”

“Well, Dad, it’s like this. I talked to Juanita yesterday and we’re tired of waiting. We're going to be martied next Sunday—Easter!”

“But, my son, there is no priest in El Santo now.
How can you do this?”

“Yes, yes, I know, but I have to go. I love Juanita

too much to let things go on this way. So with your
permission I’m going. You do not object, do you Dad?
I can be back with the Padre by Sunday morning and
Juanita and I can be married at last! Oh, I can hardly
wait. These last two years have been torture for us
both. Please, Dad, may I go—today?”

“Well, my son since you have planned so much and
it is the only way to get the priest, I cannot say no. Go,
and with my blessing—but be careful. We will pray

for you.”
*

x

“Aguero! Aguero! Come here inside the house. I

want to speak to you.”
“What do you want now? I’m bust—all right, I’m
coming!—these sisters are more trouble than they're
worth—well, what do you want, Rita?”

“Listen, my brother, you are a member of the Communistas, no?”

“Who told you?”
“Never mind. You are; I know it. Now, listen care-

fully. I know too that you hate the Church because
you are a good Communista, and you also hate the
priests of the Church.”
“Well?”

“Wait; I know something you can do which will get
you in good with the Communista leader and gain
you many pesos.”

“Ah! Money—tell me.”
“Well, Jose, Juanita’s sweetheart, plans to bring the
Padre from Tampico for their marriage next Sunday.
You know how I love Jose, but he pays no attention
to me. You can do me and yourself a favor by getting

your Communist friends together at El] Roco, thirty
miles from here and when Jose returns with the Padre

“I’m going to get a priest—that’s how!”

you stop them. They will leave Tampico Saturday
morning and so probably will pass El] Roco sometime

“But where? The nearest one is in Tampico, sixty

Saturday evening. You must be there when they come.

miles from here. It will take two full days on horseback.”

Do with the priest as you like but do not harm Jose.
Do you understand?”
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“Si, it will be easy—anda pleasure! I will go now

and tell my companeros; we will be at El Roco Saturday morning. Ah! with this I may become leader of all
the Communistas in Vera Cruz within a week!”
K

x

asleep.
%

%

ue

“The plane—it has landed!” shouted the children in
wildest excitement.

*

“Aguero, are you sure that your sister is not trying
to make fools out of us? Jose and the Padre—where

are they? Did she say they would leave Tampico Saturday or Sunday morning?”

The whole village came out. Slowly the plane taxied
over the bumpy ground up to the huts and finally
stopped. The pilot and two passengers hopped jauntily
from the side door.

“Yeah, what’s the idea? Is this a joke? We've been here

“It is Jose and the Padre!” Juanita cried exultantly.

all night and not a soul has passed. Caramba! it’s almost

“Now we can be married! Oh, Jose!” She ran toward

eleven o'clock; I’m getting plenty hungry. They must
have slipped by through the woods or did not come
at all. Maybe they decided to wait another day in

Tampico for all we know. Aguero, you are a fool!
Amigos, let’s go. If we leave now we can get home in
time for supper anyhow. My wife is going to be plenty
mad as it is because I wasn’t home last night.”

“Amigos,” pleaded Aguero, “we must be patient!
They will come; I know it. They must. Jose wants to
be married today and nothing will stop him unless we
kidnap the Padre. Do not go! Stay at least until noon.
The Padre cannot say Mass after noontime so we can

be sure they will not be married today anyway. Wait
with me till then, I beg you!”

the oncoming figures.
It really was Jose and the Priest. They had left after

eleven o’clock High Mass and arrived in the speedy
plane at 11:45, in time for the Nuptial Mass. Tears
filled Juanita’s eyes as Jose folded his strong, brown
arms around her.
“Oh, Jose, at last . . . ” He held her still closer and

whispered, “Yes, my little one . . . at last!”
*

*

*

Across the breathless, chilly air of dawn floated the
first mournful crow of an early rooster. Gradually the
sleeping village came to life. A few women trustled
around the trees in search of suitable wood for the

fire. Most of the men were still asleep. One of the
In their comfortable positions beneath the shady

women went back into a hut.

green trees it did not take much persuasion to get the

They

“Jose! Jose! Levantese! Get up. It is time. We must

grunted assent more out of laziness than anything else.

Communistas to remain till twelve o'clock.

begin weeding the garden today—Jose, levantese!”” His

All lounged about on the ground leaning their heads

mother’s words did no good; he seemed to be in a
deep sleep. She moved over to him. What a joyful
look he had on his face!

against the trees, their large sombreros tilted over their
eyes to keep out the glaring sunlight. Aguero was terribly worried. What would he tell Rita if they did not

show up? How would he stand in the Communista
circle? He lay there thinking—thinking—and deeply for
once in his life. All at once a familiar hum reached his
ears. He looked up. The silver shape of an airplane
sailed majestically over his head and headed on in the

“Come, Jose, we have work to do,” she said and

unceremoniously shook him to consciousness.
“What—what—what’s the matter—what do you
want? Oh, it’s you, mother. Then--oh, mother, then

it’s not true after all! And we were so happy!”

direction of E] Santo. It always did go this way though
so it was nothing unusual. The plane was so common
to the people that they hardly noticed it except as a

means of keeping time.
“Eleven-thirty,” Aguero moaned, “a half-hour more

and they will leave me.” He spoke with the complete
self-pity of a defeated Napoleon. All the others were
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“What is it, son? What do you mean?”
“Oh, madre mia, last night I dreamed a most won-

derful dream. That I had married Juanita, but now—
oh, madre mia, will I never be able to marry my little
one?”

My Impressions Of A
Swimming Meet
© By Frank Hucues

With spring just three robins. and a sunbeam away, a good many of us are thinking
about a bit of pool-paddling. But here’s a
first-time author who jumps the gun to deliver a completely modern natatorium right

into your hands. Care to dip into it?
[) sscrminc a graceful arc, the last diver
broke the water with scarcely a ripple. Patterson Park had just “nosed” out St. Joe, and won the
diving event by one and a half points. Most of the
fellows sitting on the St. Joe’s swimmer’s bench at the
pool’s edge looked the part of gloom incarnate. Particularly downcast seemed one Eddie Richards. But

why should that be? Hadn’t the team been doing as
well as expected? The score still read St. Joe 25,
Visitors 24, and there were just two events left.

“All contestants for the 100 yard free-style will
come down to this end of the pool, please,” tersely
demanded the official timekeeper.

“Snozz” Doran and Jack MacFadden leisurely left
the St. Joe bench and jumped into the water for a

quick dip. Soon four swimmers lined-up at the end of
the pool, eager to start.
“Gallagher, Patterson Park,’ announced the timekeeper as a cheer arose. “MacFadden, St. Joe’; the

cheers following the announcement proved that the

“Time,” barked the official, “56.3 seconds. First,
Whitney; second, Gallagher; third, Doran.” Good old

Doran tried hard, but he earned only one point to

offset Patterson Park’s gain of eight (five for first, three
for second). The score board read: St. Joe 26, Visitors 32.

It seemed that everyone on the St. Joe’s swimmer’s
bench inhaled at the same instant, for a general gasp

of dismay was clearly audible. Did you hear that? The
coach wasn’t going to allow Eddie Richards to swim

in the 220 yard free-style. Anyone could tell you that
Richards won four A.A.U. medals, and also held the

pool record. Suppose he had been out on a party last
night and broke training? Was that any reason to keep
him on the bench during the last meet of the year?
Everyone seemed to be thinking that another perfect
season was to be broken up at the last meet by Patterson Park. That had been the story for the last three
years. Well, there was nothing to be done. Peterson,
St. Joe’s next best swimmer for the 220, is a good
swimmer. Ask anyone, though, if Peterson could beat

Jack Tow, Patterson Park’s hope for the 220. Always
it had been a close contest between these two, but

Tow invariably had just the amount of reserve left to
bring him in a scant foot or two ahead of Peterson.
The most amazing feature of the whole affair, however,
was that Daley, a mere freshman, was to replace

Richards. What if Daley had “looked good” once or
twice? That was a mere “flash in the pan.”

old school spirit was still there. “Whitney, Patterson

At one end of the bench Coach Fred Hammond

Park”; here was the deaf and dumb lad that everyone

said to Tom Daley in even tones, “You're going to
swim Daley, but you’re going to swim the wayItell
you to. I want you to set a terrific pace for five laps,
from then on... well...”

was talking about. “Doran, St. Joe;” the last cheers

died away, and a curtain of silence fell upon the
natatorium. “Swimmers ready. Take your marks.”
Bang! The pistol signaled an unmistakable “go.”
Four athletes struck the surface in union. Eight

driving legs churned the water, as eight powerful arms
went into action with machine-like precision. Stroke.

Stroke. Stroke. Stroke. Man alive! What a spectacle
of rhythm—of perfect muscle coordination. Look at

Whitney! That fellow had a six foot lead at the first
turn. The next three lengths were merely an elaboration of the first, with Whitney almost one half a

length of the pool ahead of the field.

‘Tom turned away heart-sick. “So that’s the great
Hammond!” he mused. “It seems that I’m favored. He
picked me to be the goat.”
“All contestants for the 220 yard free-style will come
down to-this end of the pool please,” clipped the timekeeper. What was the timekeeper saying wondered
Daley as he walked into position. His soliloquy was

tudely interrupted by a sharp report of a pistol. Automatically Tom dived.

(Continued on page seventeen
)
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Is G. HQ. Greater
Than God?
Answer Simply “Yes” or “No”
During 1917 and 1918, thousands of honest, conscientious objectors were faced with the vital question

(rendered all the more hazardous by Americanparticipation in actual warfare) which all idealists meet soon-

er or later . . . “Is General Headquarters greater than
God?” Is temporal authority, even backed by the strong
arguments of expediency and a gun, to be obeyed at
the sacrifice of right principles of justice and moral-

ity?” . . . asked a minority of our country’s thinkers.
And yet a smaller minority answered NO. And, though

these few objectors were right in refusing to fight a

war which could lay claim to neither justice nor necessity, their only reward was imprisonment and the
hatred of American “patriots”, who branded them
slinking slackers or yellow cowards.
The entire country, almost without exception, entered heart and soul into the prosecution of what
deluded millions believed to be a noble and honorable

war; few influential organizations raised their voices in
protest against the injustice and lop-sided ethics of
that era... . fewer saw fit to object to the ruthless tactics used by the Allies both on the battlefield and the

home-front. Though Americans were overly quick to
detect the sins of the Central Powers, their eyes were

closed to the vice-problem in their own back yard.

With these self-imposed blinders over the vision of
the very groups whose duty it was to maintain a proper

perspective between Earthly and Godly allegiance, it
was no wonder that a young girl of twenty-one was

sentenced to prison for fifteen years because she aided
in the distribution of a circular criticizing President
Wilson’s meddling in Russia. It is no wonder 450

objectors were court-martialed because they would

Clarence Wilkins
C. John Litkowski
Jeanne McLaughlin
Richard Skapik

—f
stitution carried as much weight as a Blue Law in

Sodom . . . it was that completely swamped under an
avalanche of Espionage and Sedition Acts which prohibited any criticism of government operations or any
intimation that war was not the glorious, desirable
thing General Headquarters said it was.
But thanks be to God, during the present European

conflict America’s national temper is miles away from
that insane extreme. Scores of large and respected
organizations, not the least of whom is our Church,

speak clearly and firmly on all issues that arise . . .

Archbishop McNicholas in his pastoral letter . . .
“Not only must we remain aloof from the present war,

but there seems to be no moral justification for our
participation in it. Every Catholic citizen should weigh
seriously the question whether he can conscientiously
participate in a war that is entirely unnecessary for us
Americans and which he regards as morally wrong”.
Father Gillis (in my opinion one of the finest men in
the priesthood) does not evade the issue either with
his . . . “Good and bad, true and false, night and

wrong, justice and injustice are so intermingled in the
mass of causes of the war now in progress that we cannot truly say that one side fights for Christ and the
other side fights for Antichrist. Unless and until the
motives of the Allies are simplified and purified, and

all alliances with heathens and atheists broken I cannot see that we Americans should consider this ‘funny’
war a Holy Crusade.” The Catholic Association for
International Peace is much plainer and more blunt
with ... “In these days of unjust wars of aggression,
far better that the names of Catholic youth be in-

scribed on the list of conscientious objectors than on
city halls and other places. It is much nobler for youth
to live and fight the present battle for justice and
charity than to die in order that the greed of rulers and
international bankers be satisfied and the coffers of the
munitions manufacturers filled.”

not join in the brutal slaughter of another people or

With the grace of our Almighty Father to guide us,

aid in any way at all to further an unjust and dishon-

we yet may be able to prove to all the world that

orable cause, created by the foulest campaign of lie-

G. HQ. is, and must always be, second to the ever-

spreading that America has ever lived to regret. It is no

lasting authority of Him in Whose likeness we are

wonder that the “free speech” guaranty of our Con-

made.
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Scandinavian Security

difficulties, the Russian port of Murmansk harbors
many refugee German ships which regularly make
their homeward “dash” through these same waters.

Few can fail to realize that the recent Altmark incident possesses a significance far beyond a simple

violation of neutral rights. When Great Britain invaded
Norwegian territorial waters to illegally seize this German prison vessel she gave a portent of the fate soon

All in all it adds up to a tragic picture of unconcerned neutrals forced to bear the brunt of a war which
they did not originate and least of all wish to have
continued.

to befall surrounding European nations unfortunate

—K. F. S.

enough to have geographical or material importance.
Today a war is being waged between two ideologies

so opposite in their stand that both feel justified in
using any means to achieve their ends. Unfortunately.
the weaker nations stand to suffer most from this policy
since it necessitates the abandonment of their nghts

in the face of overwhelming force.

Maybe Funny. . Maybe Not
I heard a strange little story the other day and I
laughed at first but then later . . . anyway, see what
you think. During one of the lesser skirmishes of the
last World War a section of American doughboys captured one of those big, jolly, red-faced German lads, of

In this most recent disregard of neutral’s rights Great
Britain, far from apologizing, follows instead with further threats and warnings. All this is but a prologue

on the part of the belligerent nations, setting the stage
for still further pressure upon the smaller countries.

whom there are more than anti-Nazi propaganda tells.
The Yankees crowded around him, snatched his iron
helmet, cut buttons from his coat, grabbed his rifle
bayonet and practically stripped him. After thus mak-

ing him at home, the American boys started to ques-

At present both general staffs know that this war,

tion the German. Said the doughboys, “See here,

stalemated on land, is really being fought with economic weapons. To achieve this all-important mastery,
the neutral nations must be bullied and threatened

Heinie, you look intelligent; what’s it all about? What
are we fighting for?” Grinning broadly, Heinie looked

into submission. Thus we may expect to see Scandi-

quipped, “Vell, the French are fighting for La Patrie,
the Germans for das Vaterland, the English for their
King, the Irish and Scotch because they like to fight

navia forced into an economic vise and squeezed
alternately by one side and another till her financial
life is reduced to an adjunct of her dominators.

down at his ruined uniform and, in halting English,

. . and the Americans, the Americans, Mein Gott! I

dink the Americans are fighting for souvenirs!”
Finland has already dropped by the way-side. Denmark still stands only because she is of greater value
to Germany as a neutral than as a vassal-state. Sweden,

Not trying to make a joke of a joke but. . . incidently, what else but souvenirs did we get from that

which supplied forty per cent of Germany’s iron ore

wal?

in 1938, is poised upon a knife-edge as Russia, Ger-

many and the Allies lustfully eye her wealth. The
Swedes have no desire of becoming a second Belgium,
but if the tides of war turn against the Allies they
realize all-too-well that the latter nations will strike
at the Reich’s supply base with a vengeance, using
possibly the pretext of combatting Bolshevism.
Norway has lost a considerable proportion of her

shipping and finds her coast patrolled by his Majesty’s
Navy on the look-out for more Altmark incidents.

During the winter months transportation of Swedish
ore is impossible through the Baltic Sea and Sweden

must send her exports across northern Norway to the
seacoast where it is loaded in freighters and shipped

to Kiel by following a route bordering within the Norwegian neutrality zone. In the face of the importance
of such trade it is folly to believe that Britain will
allow it to continue unhampered. To add to her

Vita Sine Litteris Mors Est
Although my knowledge of Latin never has been
what it might be and, right now, is at an all time
low, a quick glance at the quotation above prompts me
to translate it somewhat along these lines . . . Life
without Literature is Death. Whether or not that is
a good, or even a passable attempt, we must leave to

the experts but regardless of the Latin meaning, the
English is more than true. Everyone we love, every-

thing we hold dear is pictured somewhere in the endless stream of literature, beginning with the earliest
hieroglyphics and ending with . . . something that

you, who read this, may write. Writing is merely thinking . . . on paper. Literature is a means of sharing
your hopes and fears and love with the rest of the

world . . . Heaven knows the world needs something
now. Perhaps you have it to give. Will you look and
see?
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CWLEVL
WOMEN’S EDITOR . . . Martha Rose Manny

A WOMAN IN BUSINESS
If you want to read a tale of a female Horatio Alger,

get a copy of “A Woman’s Place” by Hortense Odlum.
The most amazing part about it is that it is true. What
Mrs. Odlum has done in the field of retailing has been

an inspiration not only to women but also to men. In
six short years she has given back to Bonwit Teller’s,

one of Fifth Avenue’s large but fading specialty

shops, the prestige it previously claimed. Her rise to
president of this organization was as surprising to her

as it was to her fellow workers.
It all began when Floyd Odlum asked his wife just
what was the matter with Bonwit Teller, why women
no longer shopped there? His interest came through
the fact that the company with which he was affliated
had taken the shop in an attempt to put it back on its

feet. He called his wife to help him investigate the
cause of its failure. She agreed to look around, note
details, absorb the atmosphere, but she didn’t get by

so easily. Before she knew it she was given an office
and not much later the title of president.

Mrs. Odlum realized that many women have criticisms and ideas to offer which could be used to great
advantage in sucha store as Bonwit Teller. In order to
bring these out, she formed Consumers’ Advisory Com-

mittees which meet in her office for luncheon. These
committees are made up of regular customers of the
store. In such informal, friendly gatherings many suggestions have been contributed which have been of

much value in the determination of store policies.
They tell us careers and marriage do not mix, but
here is one woman who has made a happy home for

a husband and two sons at the same time that her
name was making headlines in the business world. The
theories which Hortense Odlum put to work are inherent in most women. Naturally, not many of us will
ever be given the opportunity to capitalize on them,
but there is always the thought that what one has done
another can do.
—Bretry Myers.

WOMEN IN POLITICS
It is now the year and practically the season for the

Yes, the job was laid at Mrs. Odlum’s feet, but it
wasn’t her influence that retained it for her. She saw
all of the little things that had been overlooked during
the gloomy days of the depression. She did what she

local and national politicians to start their campaign of

could to enliven the appearance of the store, replenish
the stock, and one of the most important steps, change

the virtues and with no more of the human weaknesses than an alabaster saint.

the attitude of the salespeople. She revolutionized
display window effects by the use of stage lighting. At
employing Salvador Dali to design a Surrealistic

Woman has taken her place in the national picture..
She has sharpened her tongue on the flinty hide of the
opposing candidate, sometimes to the detriment of the
poor candidate and often to the injury of her own

window.

status as a woman, for woman, as the politicians of

one time she created a minor riot on Fifth Avenue by
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“pointing with pride” at the activities and achievements of the candidates, including the particular fairhaired one which they have chosen to endow with all

twenty years ago used to say, is “something just a
little finer than the male.”
It hardly seems possible that twenty years ago the
idea of women voting was laughed to scorn across the
length of the whole nation. Here in our own city,
mass meetings were held to inflame the people against

prevent.
No young lady shall devote more than one hout a
day to miscellaneous reading.
No young lady is expected to have gentlemen acguaintances unless they are returned missionaries or
agents of benevolent societies.”

such ridiculous and unmoral proposals. The militant
suffragist was the national joke and her caricature was
as familiar as that of Uncle Sam. Many a meeting
which began soberly enough at the picnic grounds
became a free-for-all when the speeches for suffrage
began, and prominent Dayton women were driven off
the platform by a barrage of bread, tomatoes and eggs.

like before we came. We discovered that:
The first classes, attended by 14 students under the

Twenty years is not a long time in the history of
politics, yet women in the short two decades of their

$3.00 for day students.
In 1871 people came from miles around to gaze in

political existence have been amazingly active. It is no
longer an anomaly to see women in Congress. Women

awe at St. Mary’s Hall, because it was sucha tall
building.

senators have made their debuts and have taken a
dignified position even in the diplomatic service. They
have achieved whatever has been achieved in the
establishment of juvenile courts; they have promoted
social legislation including that affecting delinquent
children; they have entered the realm of consumer
protection and have been largely responsible for the

Pure Food and Drug Act. They have supported various

“How different from us!” we thought. Then we
began to wonder what the University of Dayton was

direction of Brother Zehler, were held in a frame

building in the midst of a vineyard.
The tuition per quarter for boarders was $18.00, and

The “playhouse,” built in 1874, was one of the first

buildings in this locality devoted to the physical care
of its students.

The statute of the Blessed Virgin on the campus was
sculptured in Italy, and its corner-stone contains every-

thing pertaining to the time and the history of the
school and the monument.

peace movements including the Cause and Cure of

The site occupied by the football stadium was once
used by the people of the neighborhood to raise

War Conference; they have demonstrated their skill

vegetables.

and organization in disaster relief through the medium
of the Red Cross; they have been responsible for the
development of public health nursing through such
organizations as the Visiting Nurses Association; they
have supported legislation to aid in the reduction of
maternal and infant mortality; they have developed
social service organizations and community organizations of which the C. Y. O., the Girl and Boy Scouts,
charity groups, orphans’ homes are representative.
This is an imposing list. Furthermore, it has been
accomplished not in a lifetime, but in twenty years!

It is not for us to lean back complacently and preen
ourselves at the successes of our elder sisters, but while

every man in sight is shouting about the “glorious
tradition,” it is meet that we at least indicate what

women have accomplished in a mere twenty years.

—ARDENE STEPHENS.

>t WAY BACK WHEN... >t
Some time ago we saw these rules which were enforced at the famous Mount Holyoke College in the
year 1837:
“No young lady shall become a member of Mount
Holyoke Seminary who cannot kindle a fire, mash

potatoes, repeat the multiplication table and at least
two-thirds of the shorter catechism.
Every member of the school shall walk a mile a day ©

unless a freshet, earth-quake or some other calamity

All of these things occurred when our institution was
purely masculine. Everyone knows of course that it

wasn’t until 1935 that women were admitted, but few
people seem to have heard that at that time the co-eds
(or rather the women students) were isolated down in
the valley. By that we mean that their classes made up
of women only were conducted in the library. We
have tried to unearth a few facts about the co-eds

beginning with the first courageous twenty-eight.
The Women Students of the original class were the
very first passengers on the new Oakwood Bus.

Dancing lessons were given in April of 1936—and
we thought we had something new and different in
our dancing class this year!
On April 26, 1937, the sophomores and freshmen
invited the women to join their class organizations and
come “up the hill.”

It wasn’t until December of the following year,
however, before the lounge was moved up to Chaminade Hall.

These are only a few of the facts concerning the
_ days of yore, but they seemed appropriate at this time

since we are now celebrating the ninetieth anniversary
of the founding of the University of Dayton. (Facts

about the school were taken from “The History of the
University of Dayton” by Brother Wehrle; facts about
the co-eds were taken from a day by day account kept
by Sister Marie St. Eleanor.)

—M. R. M.
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(Continued from page four)

dubbed, rather appropriately, a “diplomatic _blas-

ica, the products from the stolen wells at lower prices

phemy”. Calles desired to possess the consciences of

(they ignore such items of cost as amortization, depreciation, and interest) than the American producers
can profitably quote. So producers in the United States

children through the school. Education in Mexico is

are competing with their own products.
Insistence upon the principle that foreign investors
should be subjected to similar treatment with natives
is increasing in all the South American countries as
well as in Mexico. No less than four resolutions calling

now a prerogative solely of the state. It is socialistic,

divorced from all religious doctrines. Just recently a
law was passed forbidding private instruction of any
kind. Yet some Americans consider it worth the sacrifice to maintain the present regime in power rather
than take an opposing stand and thereby enable, what
they regard as an old, worn-out, undemocratic faction

for governments to “acknowledge as valid the renouncement which their nationals may make of the

backed by a powerful church organization to assume
control. This church organization, incidentally, has
been the victim for the past one hundred years, and is

diplomatic protection of their governments,” were introduced at the Lima Conference in December, 1938.

now represented by one priest for every forty-seven
thousand inhabitants.

In the case of Mexico this would be translated: since
the property of natives has been confiscated, that of

foreigners should likewise be confiscated. At first
glance, identical treatment appears only reasonable.
But such has never been the case. Foreign investors
denied the most fundamental rights of natives, would
be compelled also to relinquish their right to the protection of their own governments.
If the United States Government has the power to
make or break any administration in Mexico, why has
she stood by apparently silent in the face of such injustice? Doubtless, powerful influences prevent any
deliberate action on the part of Washington (partic-

ularly where financial interests are imperiled), despite
the fact that the Mexican authorities loudly insist that

this is purely a domestic problem.

Then too, English speaking people seem to inherit
with their language an intangible antagonism for any-

thing Spanish. A group of unprincipled radicals with
their thievery would therefore be preferred to an element faithful to its heritage which might rebuild Mexico in conformity with Spanish ideals.
In the light of present Pan-American ambitions it is ©
difficult to determine by which course of action the
United States might secure the best results. Mexico,
says Cardenas, will not submit the disputed questions

to international arbitration. But neither can they
longer be ignored. Up to now, despite the numerous
overt hostile acts of the present regime, Washington
has done decidedly little. The most recent affront, re-

pudiation of the Monroe Doctrine, provoked a severe
comment from the United States Minister, to the

The pressure exerted by secret socicties cannot
properly be estimated, simply because the very nature
of such organizations requires that their activities re-

main hidden. Yet influence there is, and powerful.

effect that Cardenas “has raised a delicate question.”
How discerning! A firm stand, supported, if necessary,
by force, would seem most effective. Yet such action
might repel the other South American Republics with
whom most cordial relations are desired; whereas, a

Americans are a democratic people. They are rather
gullible, too. The present administration in Mexico is
progressive, liberal—Mr. Daniels said so. Mr. Daniels
also assured the people he represents that a certain
General Calles deserved to rank. with Thomas Jefferson as an educational leader. This statement has been

“softy” policy might well encourage these same Republics to emulate Mexico. The present state of indecision
must be resolved. Before suitable adjustments are secured, however, the diplomatic talent of the United
States will have to undo a web of tangled issues, the

accumulation of a century.

VENUS
Shimmering Evening Star, descend _
The rose-veined eve as.in the past.

To dusky day your splendor lend;
Shimmering Evening Star, descend!
Glide low sad Star, and rend

The darkened gown of. Day; fall fast!
Shimmering Evening Star, descend
The rose-veined eve as in the past.
—FRrancis GrIsEz.
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(Continued from page eleven)
“T'll set a pace all right,” thought the irate freshman.
What was this? Astonished spectators gasped their
surprise. For three lengths Daley had maintained an
ever increasing lead. He was “opening-up” too soon—
that was evident. At the sixth lap Daley was still ahead.
It was incredible. Then it happened. Suddenly three
swimmers loomed up from behind and began to overhaul the fast-tiring freshman. Twenty, fifteen, ten, six,

Wasting no time, he completed his turn. It was now
or never thought Tom Daley; so he “opened-up.”
With every particle of strength left in his tired body
he kicked and stroked. Lord, it couldn’t be possible!

He was still ahead, and gaining with every stroke.
Finally he reached the finish line. Eager hands pulled
him out. His throbbing head felt better as he was carried to the bench on his fellow swimmers’ shoulders.
“Nice going fella,” piped Jeff Thompson. “Did you
see who was behind you? Well take a look at that

four. Only four yards lead did Tom have as he came
into the seventh turn. For one delicious instant he

scoreboard before you congratulate Peterson.” The

swallowed all the air that he could force into his lungs.

scoreboard told a graphic story. St. Joe 34, Visitors 33.

weswr rN Se,
a3es

SHIPS
We stood together, my heart and I,
To watch the ships as they passed by.
Some came abounding in riggings great,
Yet others were driven as though by fate.

The same wind whipped them and blew their speed,
The same sea bore them as was their need.

Then why were some weak and others strong
When equal the forces to both belong?
As wistful I pondered, in reverie

My heart sent a thought across to me;
The thought held a potent truth, it said:
“You, too, are a ship that in life is sped,
And as long as you sail your strength shall be

Whatever you in your heart decree.”
—MuInna Marta Arn.
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POTPOURRI
POET-ERRANT
It was spring, almost a year ago now. A group of
friends, myself included, was waiting for belated means

of transportation home. We were standing in front of
St. Mary’s Hall viewing the soft splendors of early
dusk in spring. And, of course, spring evinced herself,
in freshening shrubs and grass, in brave flowers, in
invigorating air, in our conversation, and—in the pres-

ence of a noble Knight of the Road!
He acknowledged himself as such,—and said he
wasn’t ashamed of it; he acted like one,—he asked for

a sandwich or two; and, like the virtuous knighterrant of old, he summarized his hard-luck story.

And then we noted one peculiar thing about this
peculiar man of thirty-odd: he did not speak like one
of his “profession” might be expected to speak. He
spoke more literature than I am writing now. He was
fluent, he was eloquent,—and growing climatic I would
say—he was professorial in vocabulary, though decidedly much more interesting in subject matter and
treatment.

Summarizing the story he told: I was a columnist of
good repute and inferior salary on the Baltimore Sun,
until the depression came along. The staff was cut and

I was part of the part that departed. No more jobs
came my way. As part of my word on the old “rag,”
I wrote some daily verses. And now I must rely upon

this God-given talent to make a livelihood. I do it in
the following manner: I ask a person, who I think
might be interested, if he would like me to write a
poem especially for him. If the answer is yes, I proceed to the next step. Are you willing to pay a quarter

for it and to give me your handkerchief to write it on?
The part about the handkerchief piques their curiosity,
and I have a customer. With the inspiration of such
generosity I can and do compose a poem on the spot.

After our ejaculations of surprise and admiration
had sufficiently subsided the gentleman got down to
business.

“And how would one of you gentlemen like such a
poem?” asks he, addressing himself to me.
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My wisest reply, I thought, would be a frank one.
“T’m sorry, but I haven’t a cent.” The rest of that
highly-interested group confessed themselves equally
poverty-stricken. The future of what had been a

promising episode did not now look so pleasant; in
fact, the atmosphere was becoming decidely heavy—
until a brilliant idea leaped into a curious brain. This
fellow was not going to get off so cheaply!
I winked messages to about three, perceptibly

nudged somebody in noisy ribs, and with the stage
thus set, turned on the now-dumb orator to make my
artful “innuendo.”
“Suppose,” I said, “just as a sort of personal favor,
you write a poem for me without any money?”

We figuratively held our breath. It was a bluff.
Would he call it? Or rather, what I was asking was,
could he call it? The dusty gentleman pondered a
moment; then with what seemed to me artificial

enthusiasm:

“All right; it’s a bargain! But you'll have to give me
your handkerchief and some water with which to

wet it.”
I personally was dumbfounded, mystified, but the

handkerchief was produced and the self-termed poet
asked for the nearest water. The most convenient
watering-hole for the purpose, we thought, was the
fish-pond by the kiosk in front of St. Mary’s. The
verbose little fellow said that spot was ideal and disappeared briskly—with my handkerchief. He would
return within ten minutes, he repeated for about the
tenth time as he departed. And he would return with
a sonnet!
We waited. Five minutes, and no poet. Six minutes,
seven, and still no poet; but behold, our chariot rolled

up, and most of us, myself reluctantly included, had to

leave. One who remained behind promised to take the
manuscript—if forthcoming—and save it for me.
The MS. did come; it came to me, and here you

may read it in turn, though not as it was gracefully
printed with indelible pencil on the wetted cloth, and

as 1 still preserve it. Hardly pretending to be any sort
of critic, I refrain from commenting on the “sonnet’s”

dained like the old kerosene lamps? Do you suggest it
be given a modern veneer and “swingified”?

quality. But I am harassed by several questions every

On the other hand, perhaps our own educational

time I read it. Could the poet-errant have written the
poem in our observant though silent presence? Was
the whole thing copied from some original that wan-

dered with the wanderer? The localizations could
always be inserted easily enough. And, what is much

more pertinent, could I write such a sonnet “on the
spot?” I have not yet dared.

We hopea certain wandering flame of the Baltimore
Sun glimpses this page and dreams again of a pleasanter day, of a journalistic way, but now with superior

pay,—the paying of genuine thanks.. .
THE POEM

The month of May expresses Life serene
To every living thing, a growth does mean

Or better; it’s the period of birth
When Nature from slumber awakes on earth,

The flowers open and the trees show green,
In manifold colors the plants are seen,
An air of brightness and of newness, too,
’Tis then man’s thoughts steady—with insight true.

At Dayton University is place
Where Nature shows its symmetry and grace;
A great profusion of flowers is here,
A flower is truly God’s souvenir.
So Reverend Wilkins, this is my poem,
Printed in summer house of classic home.

—the paying of genuine thanks—for a pleasant evening, for a glimpse of the real in life, for the study of

a courageous soul, and for a poem!
—CLARENCE WILKINS.

system is to blame. It has created an atmosphere that
is stimulative enough, but the stimulus has driven

youth away from “the groves of the muses” into the

struggling throng of the market place. Most of the
intellect in the schools has been devoted to the study
of manufacture, commerce, inventions, and science—

things which play a larger part, as subjects of universal
discussion, in the U. S. than any other country. It has
been said that science has become our goal instead of
a chariot. All this means that since youth has not been
exposed to subjects in the classical vein from the first
beginnings in grade school it can’t possibly know, or
care to know, about such things as opera. It’s like
some law in physics that existed all the time but was
never known or caused any waste of thought in that
direction until someone pointed it out and explained

it. Opera can become a fascinating and enjoyable
thing once you discover how music can second poetry
in expressing the emotions and situations of the play.

There is a rich fund of interesting and entertaining

stories connected with the creation and presentation
of operatic works that enter into the discussion of
opera. Henry Krehbiel, in his publication “A Book of
Operas”, relates an amusing incident concerning Verd’is “La Traviata”. Its first production was a woeful
failure. The reasons are quite obvious. The prima
donna of the occasion was afflicted with an amplitude
of person which destroyed the allusion of the death

scene in the last act and turned its pathos into something ridiculous. The idea of a woman of more than
generous “integumental upholstery” dying of consump-

tion was more than the audience’s sense of humor
could stand. The opera ended with howls of laughter

instead of the flood of tears, which the music and situ-

OPERA IN OUR TIME
It is rather evident that the average collegian is
interested in nearly everything under the ether zone.
Why is it, then, when such a thing as opera is mentioned among some elite group of students an immediate change of subject follows? Any number of reasons could be tacked on in answer to that question.
Ever since the Industrial revolution gave rise to innovation and insecurity we have had the old becoming
the victim of the new; the new the victim of the

ation called for. Add to this a hoarse tenor and players
garbed in the latest style and you havea fair idea of
the riot fiasco that occurred. The public was allowed a
year to get over the effects of the first presentation

and then the opera was brought out again with new
costumes. This time it succeeded.
With the advent of Richard Wagner on the scene
of opera, around 1842, we find a decided change. Previously the Italian composers, instead of using an extended period of a continuous development of the idea

of the play, gave us operas which were simply concert

ished Century Magazine, has written, “We scorn the

pieces sung in costume. A slow tempo following a fast
one with enough dramatic business in between to
explain the change. Wagner came along and threw out
this idea with his theory that in the music-drama

for this, seemingly, distaste for opera. Has it become

lends itself to intensify the situation and add color to

newer. L. Frank Tooker, former editor of the now van-

past and lose all perspective; our best sellers exalted
for the hour, having no hold on the common mind,
vanish in the next.” Here we have an excellent reason

something to youth that should be discarded and dis-

(opera) the play is the thing, and the music merely
the production.
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Wagner accepted the theory that legends, gods, and
myths are the best subjects for use in the modern
opera and was inspired to write the lyric drama “Parsifal” from the legend of the quest of the Holy Grail.
To some people’s mind it is a profanity to present on
the stage spectacles of a religious nature. It has been

urged that “Parsifal” is not only religious but definitely Christian. Let us look at a few of the liturgical
elements. In the Third Act, scenes are borrowed from
the life of Christ, and Parsifal is referred to as a re-

deemer. A magic lance, which struck and healed a
wound in the side of the king in the opera, could
easily be connected with the spear used on Calvary.
Thus we have Wagner confining the religious with

the legendary and bringing forth a sort of glorified
fairy tale.
One could go on indefinitely referring to plots, and
stories of the old, familiar works such as Aida, Car-

men, and Rigoletto. But our purpose has been simply
to arouse, perhaps, a slight interest among you in behalf of opera—especially in our time, when its very
existance, and even that of the civilized world itself,

is threatened.
Joun F. AsPEty

which in turn will make us conscious that we are
reconciled children of God, through the shedding of
the blood of Christ. Come, therefore, and let us view

the little shelf and meditate upon the sacred scenes

which portray Christ’s redemption. The first scene
which appears upon the shelf is the triumphal entry
into Jerusalem; in the following scene we find Jesus
in the upper room where He is united with the

disciples; He leaves Jerusalem at midnight with the
little band of His followers. He goes down the side of
the hill on which the city stands and crosses the brook
Cedron on the way to Gethesemane; He is betrayed
by one of His own disciples and forsaken by all the
rest; we now see upon the shelf soldiers of the governor
taking Jesus into the common hall, and gathering unto

Him the whole band of soldiers, who strip Him, and
put on Himascarlet robe. After platting a crown of
thorns, they put it upon His head, and place a reed in
His right hand. We see them bowing before Him, and
mocking Him, saying, “Hail, King of the Jews!” And
they spit upon Him, and take the reed, and smite

Him on the head. In the background of our little
shelf is Pilate, who seeing that he can prevail nothing,
but that rather a tumult is made, takes water, and

washes his hands before the multitude, saying, “I am
innocent of the blood of this just person: take ye Him,

THE LITTLE SHELF BEHIND
THE DOOR
Haven’t there been times in our lives when laden
down with sin, we have stood before the Master’s

door, and knocked, pleading with Him that we be given
pardoning grace? Haven’t there been times when it

seemed He would not let us in? Perhaps, I have discovered the reason why. As the Light shines brighter
and brighter, I spy just behind my door a tiny shelf
with idols on it.

The Holy Book tells us that Jesus wants His temple
clean, and that He cannot bless us unless we remove

the idols from the shelf behind our door. So I take
my little duster and clean the shelf from the ceiling
to the floor. Behold! The blessing comes! But just as I
hear the voice of Jesus speak, old Beelzebub rushes up
to me and in a roaring tone exclaims, “You cannot

live without those idols on that little shelf behind your
door.”

As Christian young men and women let us redecorate

our shelf with objects of spiritual character. Objects
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and crucify Him;” the scene shifts to a picture of Christ
traversing the “Via Dolorosa.” In the center of the
shelf stands the Cross of Calvary. We stand in astonishment beneath it, and hear His seven utterances; to

the empty sepulchre they carry His dead body; He
ascends Mt. Olivet; lastly, on the shelf appears the
scene of Jesus returning to His Heavenly Father, and
to our Heavenly Father.

Thus, hidden away on our shelf behind the door is
the assurance of knowing that His home is our eternal
home; that He is accessible at all times in our need;
that His constant intercession binds Him to us and
makes us one in the Father’s Love.

Light of the world
Search my little shelf,
If thou findest idols there
Cast them down with heedless care.
And place upon that shelf of mine
Instead, the Words of sacred story,
Words, that through all time abide
And cause us in the Cross of Christ to Glory.
—ELOIsE PypeEr.

Book Reviews
THE THREE BEARS
By Moruer Goose

Ferry, Tayles & Co.

and unquestionably establishes her as the foremost
aspirant to the 1940 Pulitzer Prize. More romantic than
The Sleeping Beauty, more exciting than Jack and

the Beanstalk, it has all the enchanting simplicity of
Little Red Riding-Hood and the alluring sweetness

Once in a while one meets a book that so captures

of Snow-White. Never has her matchless artistry at

the hearts of readers with its own simple charm that
it lingers on in the favor of the public long after

character creation and delineation been displayed to
better advantage than in her latest heroine. Goldilocks
is, without doubt, a worthy successor to Mary Pickford,

other more pretentious tomes have faded into oblivion.
Such a book is surely Lady Goose’s most epical work,

Scarlett O’Hara, and Little

The Three Bears.

America’s Sweetheart.

Six years ago, “Anthony Adverse” swept the nation
like wildfire and was hailed as the outstanding book of

The story of Goldilocks and her visit to the house
of the Three Bears is dynamic in quality and monumental in scope, and is probably the leading contender
for the coveted distinction of being named the Great
American Novel. Great things are being visualized for
The Three Bears. It will no doubt lend itself admirably to serving as a motif for cut-outs on breakfast-food
boxes. Already the Post Company is planning an increased sales return on their special “Three Bears” edi-

the decade. Three years later, “Gone With the Wind”
swept up everything “Anthony Adverse” had left, besides cutting a new swath for itself across every bookstore and lending library in the country, and took its

place among the immortals of the twentieth century.
And now today, we find “The Three Bears” in the front

ranks, the most sensational best-seller of the 1939-1940
season, holding its own against all comers, and at present writing going into its two hundred and seventh
edition. “Gone With the Wind” and “Anthony Adverse” will be old and venerable flower-pressers before
the latest Goose hit will have run the course of its
popularity.
The success of this unusually captivating little opus

is hard to analyze. Perhaps it is because it offers the
jaded tastes of a sophisticated public something dashingly new in naivete that it has seized popular fancy,
or perhaps it is the masterful style of the authoress,
who unravels her story and disposes her characters with
a finesse rarely found among feminine writers.
Lady Goose, who is so fond of the endearing title,

“Mother” Goose, accorded her by her literary contemporaries, and by which she is probably better known
to the reading public, is at her unexcelled best in this,

her latest production. It combines all the best qualities
of her previous successes with a few peculiar to itself,

Red

Riding-Hood as

tion of Post Toasties and their new Goldilocks GrapeNuts. An announcement recently issued in a theatre
trade paper that a major moving-picture company has
purchased the film nghts, and is planning to co-star
Shirley Temple (as Goldilocks) with the Marx
brothers (as Mama, Papa, and Baby Bear), has caused
a rush of excitement in the entertainment world.
Theatre managers are stampeding one another in an
effort to book the film, which will, no doubt, take
three years to make and run into the millions in costs,

and will be the cinema treat of the century. (Ho
Hum!)
But enough! Already I have kept you too long from
enjoying the thmill of your life. My only parting advice
is that you get your copy now from the nearest library
or second-hand bookshop. A toast to “The Three
Bears’—and Mother Goose! May they live happily

ever after.
—CHRISTOPHER Coy.
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THE TEST OF HERITAGE
L. J. GaLLacueRr, S.J.
Benziger

“The most fascinating Russian story I have read in
a long, long time.” Thus comments one who ought to
know, Princess Catharine Radziwill, in her preface

to this class-war novel. And I subscribe heartily to

that compliment. Indeed, only the severest press of

more necessary work could force me to lay it aside,
only to be snatched up again at every few minutes of
Spai® time.

Yet, not so much unrestrained excitement or
emction, as these two inducements held in close check

by the masterly hand of the author, can be said to be
the source of this novel’s attractiveness.

The Princess writes elsewhere, that Father Gallagher

has painted with a “sombre brush.” She does not ex-

press in so many words a similar idea which every page

of the book impressed upon me, that the author has

successfully put down in material form, a very elusive

and ethereal note, the atmosphere of Russia. It is
evesywhere with its slowness of movement, its weight,
its deliberate action, its heights and depths of ineffable emotion, its occasional glimpses of fairy-like
beauty and grace, its terrible strength, its enduring
tenderness, its love, its hate, its wildness, its culture;

Russia is here. Like the Pathetique or the Nutcracker
Suite of Tchaikowsky, this Test of Heritage presents

us with a tense summary of the Russian spirit; a summary but a complete one; nothing is omitted, all is
there, no loose ends: here is Russia. And it is no easy

task to take a small box—or a small book of threehundred-and-seventy pages—and to pack into it the
essence of a great nation, to close the covers tightly
with no bulging, and to label the box,—or the book,—

This Is Russia. But the task is accomplished with a
pleasing and consummate skill in The Test of
Heritage.
Suspense is one of the essential elements in the
story; the denouement rushes in at the end of the last
chapter. The principal characters, and,—what is of more
vital interest to the quality of the story and its readers,

in Russia, during a time when the fires of Revolution
were still smouldering and the political pot above them
was still boiling in violent ebullitions of class emnity.
When men match wits with their lives at stake, things
happen which are stranger by far than chronicles of
the imagination.”
Two seminarians become close friends. Both are
highly intelligent, but Ivan Krassin is a peasant, and
Boris Lydov is of noble stock. These, their diametrically

opposed heritages, are tested to exhaustion and—.
During a vacation, Ivan, filled with revolutionary
philosophy, falls in love with Boris’ cousin, Nada

Lydova, who is repelled by his ideas rather than by
his person. The World War strikes and Imperial
Russia enters early. The seminarians are conscribed
and march to the front, Boris as a captain of artillery,
and Ivan as a private, kept there despite his evident
ability and because of his revolutionary activities. Adventures are plenteous and significant. With the down-

fall of the empire in 1917, Ivan is openly a Red, and
Boris remains a Royalist, or White. Ivan rises in
power and, with his position as a tool, tries frequently
to obtain the hand of Nada; but—“You see, Boris, this fellow Krassin was a perfect
Bolshevik, insistent upon accomplishing his designs
regardless of his inability to do so, and when he was

faced with failure, he turned to deceit. In his frenzy
to convince others, he had no idea of self-restraint, and

so he resorted to force. He preached the annihilation

of individuality for the common good of the proletariat,
and the one individual he could never forget was himself. He clamored for class war and the destruction of
the upper class, and knowing that your Uncle Serge
and your cousin Nada belonged to the same class of
society, he used his authority to murder the one and
win his way into the good graces of the other. Jealous
of his party leaders, he set his mind to become one of

them. Like all of them, he was crazy for power and

more power. He killed to get it, believing
it he could get anything else in life . . . He
a Bolshevik and an Aristocrat at one and
time; a patent contradiction. Ivan Krassin
typical Bolshecrat.”

that with
would be
the same
was your

—‘“the diverse tendencies of the Russian character,

that portion of heritage marked by racial origins and
ancestral traits, are drawn,” as Princess Radziwill remarks, “with the discernment and the finesse of a

psychologist.”
This tale, says the author by way of prelude, “was

fashioned from the life-stories of acquaintances made
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Boris Lydov begins to lean toward Rome, the solution of the separation of his own Eastern and the

Western Churches.

The denouement is exciting, satisfying.
—CLARENCE WILKINS.

DANIEL BOONE

terrifying places. He loves the trapping parties as each

winter he moves up and down the banks of the frozen
river with them. All has a charm for him—a charm
that even Daniel Boone, in all his gruffness, could not

Joun BAKELESs

resist.

Morrow

The events that led up to the Battle of Boones-

Although the story seems to lag in the first chapter

borough and the declining years that saw Daniel

because of the author’s desire to make clear his aim

Boone move farther and farther West, even into the

and establish his position regarding the authenticity or
mere hearsay of antecdotes, it moves on rapidly with a
power of holding one’s interest until the climax is
reached in the Battle of Boonesborough, after which
_some of the chapters again begin to limp. The anticlimax relates some not too interesting events such as
the disputes over land grants (to which the author
devotes much space) and Boone’s troubles with people

Missouri country, ever seeking “elbow-room” in more
solitary places, are vividly sketched by the pen of John
Bakeless, who like the ancestors of Boone, is a native

Pennsylvanian. Anyone who has read, even as a youngster, any of Cooper’s novels, or of Altscheler’s early
settlement stories, and has enjoyed them, will find in

Bakeless’s life of Daniel Boone all the thrill and adventure of the Leatherstocking tales. Two centuries
roll backward and the reader is in Boone’s place, reliving all his experiences: taking the thin, long-barrelled
shot-gun and going to “bark” squirrels; crouching

breathless in the brushwood of Kentucky, watching a
small war party of braves go by; gliding deer-like
through the forest bringing the news of the intended
attack on Boonesborough. He enjoys recalling himself
from the enchanted wilderness of Kentucky to the
pleasant room and the cozy armchair of his modern
home, smiling quietly over his unconscious absorption
as a man smiles with hearty contentment when he
finds himself repeating a trick of his childhood. He
loves the mysterious wilderness, its savage cries, and

who in earlier years had appealed to him for help and
who now blamed him because he couldn’t work
miracles. However, the author redeems himself with

the beautiful chapter on Boone’s last days and death.
This chapter, like the event it describes, is as peaceful
as the evening sky after a stormy summer day.

The thrill that comes from following this stormy
and adventurous career, and the revelation of the character of such a man of the frontier as Boone, makes

the reader lay this book aside with the conviction that
biography is an excellent, growing, and increasingly
popular branch of literature.
—CHARLES HOFSTETTER.

W. P. A.
Under the spreading chestnut tree
The village blacksmith stands.
He has stood for many a year, has he,

Under the spreading chestnut tree,
Wondering if ever there will be

Work for his sinewy hands.
Under the spreading chestnut tree
The village blacksmith stands.
—MAvuREEN MOYNAHAN,
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“POST MORTEM REVENGE”

The eyes of Old Nick were as fierce as all hell,

And he shot them at those of young Jack.

I'll never forget the day that I sat
In a saloon called “The Old Barn Door.”

I think that if Nick had but glanced once toward me

I would have seen nothing but black—

I had just finished drinking a glass of gin,
And I'd just ordered one glass more.

We silently watched as this monster of death
Went over to Jack’s table, of course.
He passed close by me, and just as he did

Then I looked at the door and what did I see

I smelled that he stunk like a corpse!

But the most horrible thing on earth.
The face that was there was the ugliest thing
That ever had been given birth.

He muttered some words when he came up to Jack,
What they were I wasn’t able to hear.

I looked at my glass though I knew ’twas not that!

When he started dissecting with dead naked hands
His victim was astonished with fear.

Then my head started into a spin,
For I soon realized who did stand at the door.—

Oh, my God! how he looked walking in!

I don’t know to this day how we managed to sit
While we watched one corpse making another,

It was “Old Nick” the watchman who did once tend
the church,
But, Oh Lord, we all knew he was dead!

But I am very sure that I couldn’t have moved

For once in the loft he did slip on a rope

When Old Nick had stopped all the life left in Jack,

If he had been killing my brother!
He proceeded to walk out the door.

And he tumbled and crushed in his head!

We gazed and we stared, but we dared not move
Then I looked at the table toward which Old Nick’s

As we watched that dead heap on the floor.

eyes went,

And I saw Jack, the barber, go white,

I'll never forget the next day spent in court.

It thundered and how it did rain!

For Jack, too, had seen the face of Old Nick,

And he couldn’t believe his own sight!

The jury released all the men very soon,
For we were all cited insane!

Jack sat at the table like a three-day dead corpse,
When several weeks later, for definite proof,
They dug up Old Nick from the mud,
They found that all was as should have been,—
Except,—his hands were all covered with blood!

And he sweated cold sweat that hot eve.

If anyone would tell me the rest of this story
I’m afraid that I would not believe.
But I saw with my eyes all the things that were done,
And thinking of them does make me ill,
Though maybe you never have seen a man live
After they buried him upon the hill.

(How could a dead man walk into aplace,
With thirty-odd men in view,

And murder a lad with his dead lifeless hands?
That question I am asking you!)

—Brm SMoLka.

YOUNGS

o

CLEANERS & DYERS
1227 BROWN STREET
FU 1481
A

Page twenty-four

Student Representative

Calls For and Delivers

@

WE FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

JOHN B.

RODERER
SHOE STORES
807 Brown Street
812 Xenia Ave.

Greatest Name In
Refrigeration
In addition to the world-famous
Frigidaire Household Refrigerator
with the Meter-Miser, the Frigid-

aire Division of General Motors
also manufactures Electric Ranges,

Electric Water Heaters; a complete line of office and industrial
W/

water coolers; commercial refrig-
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eration equipment for stores, hotels,
hospitals, taverns, markets, restau-

rants, florists, etc.; ice cream cabinets, milk coolers, beverage coolers,
frosted food merchandisers; port-
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pense... Get the answer immediately.
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DR. LEON DEGER, ’10
Fidelity Building

These are night and Sunday rates
for 3-minute Station-to-Station calls

THE OHIO BELL

TELEPHONE CO.

Dayton, Ohio

Three of the country’s
smartest fashion models
SUSANN
FLORENCE
DANA

SHAW
DORNIN
DALE

Chesterfield Girls for March

YOU CANT BUY A BETTER CIGARETTE
When you ask for Chesierfields
the dealer will say with a smile .-- They Satisfy.
You will find that Chesterfields smoke cooler,
taste better and are definitely milder. .. for
Veke
ee /

Chesterfields have the right combination of the
world’s best cigarette tobaccos.

“ACHESTERHIELD
Copyright 1940, LiGGetr & My=Rs Tosacco Co.

